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clasping and unclasping.
This evening I went to see the bearer's wife.
They are Moslems, so she keeps strict purdah. This
is the first time I have ever actually been inside any
of the servants' quarters. Everything was clean and
neat. (There was really nothing there to get untidy.)
But what dreariness! One room, opening on to a
courtyard which is bare even of a weed. The room
contained a bed and a few pots for cooking: that
was all. She has a sweet, gentle face, quite young,
not more than about twenty I should think, yet
the bearer told me she has had four children, all of
whom are dead but one, a boy. Yet the Moslem
women marry much later than the Hindus: still, I
suppose that fifteen would have been qxiite a normal
age for her to marry.
She was busy practising making a mat with a bit
of canvas through which she threaded and knotted
bits of wool.*
I knew that Moslem women lead very dull lives,
but until I saw the bearer's wife I hadn't realised at
all what it must be like, all day in that small bare
room with only the little yard to walk in.
If she wants to go out into the city (which, as
far as we know, has only been when she has had to
*We had taught the bearet this, and had given him the materials.